Also a Polish Lady
eyes. Yes, she would answer it, but after a while. Her
womanhood demanded at least a few days of grace. Be-
sides, she must not hold herself too cheap.
So, after more letters—ringing true but not quite so
true as those that went up from Milan by spurred horses
so long ago—he drew the hangings once more, had the
table set with the gold plate, the candles lighted. . . .
Later he snuffed the candles.
"For my country," the blue-eyed countess tried to say
to herself, trembling a little; but now the slogan was not
so convincing. Still, she was happy—both for herself and
him. And there was a real pleasure in giving, since he
seemed so to need affection, he the first man in all the
world.
The brief honeymoon, left-hand, passed; and he sought
refuge in work which had not, even in these hours of de-
light, been much interrupted. In the affair which, de-
spite all the lackeys and gossips, had been one of his very
few serious ones, he had found passion, disquiet, and a
little of content. The passion had soon paled, for even
an emperor may be foiled in his search for romance; but
he was surprised and annoyed that he could not recapture
Youth's first ardor. Those days of the feverish Italian
letters were not to come again. Still he was pleased with
the calm affection that seemed on both sides to follow
the first hours, and which, he consoled himself, would
not die. And, after all, one's real solace, if one be so in-
defatigably industrious, lies in work—work, down to the
end.
As for the blue-eyed Countess Walewska, she, too, had
to be content with the same calm affection. She had won,
Poland lost. He really would have liked to help her coun-
347

